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Jane took in her situation. Really, it had been a bad idea to ignore 
the guide and go off the trail. Furthermore, it had been plain stupid to 
go chasing after the shadow of what might have been — possibly — 
what she was looking for. Looking around the clearing, she was 
absolutely certain that she was totally lost. 

“Well, acknowledging you have a problem is the first step 
towards solving it...” Jane muttered under her breath. Although she 
seemed no further towards rectifying her state of lostness. Defeated, 
Jane sat down on her backpack. The hot moist air made it hard for 
her to breathe, and it stopped her sweat from evaporating — making 
her uncomfortably hot and wet. “Damnit, hot and wet is for the 
bedroom,” Jane complained to no one in particular. 

“Is that so?” a sexy female voice, with an impeccable English 
accent, said from behind her. 

The diminutive brunette turned around and gasped. Towering 
over her was a bronzed, busty and buff Amazon of a woman. Jane felt 
unable to do anything other than let her eyes drag over this goddess’s 
body. She must have been around a hundred and ninety centimetres 
tall — a lot of which was in her athletic but still proportionately slim 
legs. Her crotch was covered with the cliché leopard skin cloth. She 
had a perfectly flat stomach, her abs just faintly defined. Her breasts 
were vast but as she was directly underneath them, more or less, Jane 
couldn't really see anything but their underside. 

“Uh...hi,” Jane managed, trying to peer around the acres of 
inverted cleavage, to see this woman's face. The newcomer, obviously 
realising that she was a bit too close to Jane stepped back, finally 
allowing the two to make eye contact. 

“Oops, sorry about that. These things are always getting in the 
way.” The girl waved at her extreme endowments dismissively. “I’m 
Tarzanna, who are you?” 

“Jane... Tarzanna? But...but...” Jane paused for a moment in 
order to try and gather her thoughts. As she did so, she took in 
‘Tarzanna’s face. It was definitely the classical definition of beautiful, a 
flawless complexion, a nose that was not too prominent but not too 
delicate, with large hazel eyes and a perfect oval face all framed by a 
mass of wild golden hair. Jane realised that she was probably staring 
and looked down for a moment. “Well...do you have a brother or 


something? Because I was kind of looking for a Tarzan.” 

“Brother? No. I’m an only child but I can tell you all about this 
when we get home.” Tarzanna had a smile on her face as she 
effortlessly shouldered Jane’s pack. 

“Your home?” Jane asked following after Tarzanna as she began 
to walk slowly — and almost silently — back into the jungle. 

“I said home? | meant tree house, but it’s pretty homey. Actually, 
youd be kind of the first person to visit it. So you can tell me what you 
think about it. | mean, I’m not too sure about the curtains — | think they 
might be too much, you know. Maybe I should just have stayed with 
blinds... but you'll see when we get there,” Jane bantered. 

“Wait — if no one’s seen your place — who taught you English?” 
Jane asked, flummoxed. 


It didn’t take them much more than an hour to get to Tarzanna’s 
tree house. Jane was pretty much exhausted by the time they got there 
but Tarzanna seemed totally unfazed by it. If anything, she seemed to 
be looking to go faster — held back only by Jane’s groans of protest. 
When they came to the base of a particularly large tree, which to Jane 
looked the same as all of the other ones, Tarzanna started climbing up 
a vine. 

Looking up towards the canopy Jane realised that there was a 
large wooden construction amongst the branches. Jane was still a little 
troubled that Tarzanna had evaded all her questions about her 
upbringing but was buoyed by the fact that Tarzanna had promised 
her some answers when they got into the tree house. She watched 
with fascination as Tarzanna shinned effortlessly up the vine. The 
motion it created in her jungle jigglers was quite fascinating, and Jane 
couldn't help but watch it. There was also the fact that Jane had no 
doubt that she couldn't climb the vine if her life depended on it. 
Traumatic memories of hanging for dear life onto the rope in gym class 
made her shiver slightly, as she followed her scrawny arms. 

“Are you coming up?” Tarzanna shouted down at Jane. 

“Eh...I’m not really much of a vine climber.” Jane rubbed her 
sweaty palms together, her breathing more ragged now — even though 
she had recovered from the hour trek through the jungle. 


“Oh, I’d better put down the ladder then.” Tarzanna disappeared 
from view for a moment and then came back with a big bundle of 
wooden slats. “Better get back!” she shouted down before tossing the 
slats over the side of the tree house. 

“Oh!” Jane jumped back, out the way of the bundle. “Thanks!” 
Jane replied to Tarzanna and started to climb up the sturdy rope 
ladder. It was still pretty hard going as the platform was about thirty 
metres off the ground but after a few minutes she managed it. 
“You...might...want...to...put...in a lift,” Jane puffed, the exertion 
and midday heat making her slick with sweat. Her t-shirt moulded to 
her form, adhering to her like a label to a bottle. 

“It’s on my ‘to do’ list,” Tarzanna replied — Jane wasn’t entirely 
sure whether this was sarcasm or an actual genuine statement, but 
Tarzanna looked sincere enough. “So...] suppose that you want me to 
answer your questions now?” Tarzanna sat down on a big wicker 
rocking chair, in front of a wicker table, indicating to Jane that she 
should sit in a smaller chair — also made of wicker. 

“Eh, there sure is a lot of wicker stuff here...” Jane said looking 
around. “Anyway, yes — so tell me all about your childhood. I mean, 
you said that no one else had been here. So how did you get here, 
how did you learn English, how did you survive?” Jane paused, 
realising that she was starting to babble. 

“Wow, you've got a lot of questions!” Tarzanna leaned back in 
the rocking chair, which creaked gently in response. “Before | start, can 
I ask you a question?” 

“Okay.” Jane noticed that wicker seemed to be pretty common 
for furniture in the spacious residence. “VVhat do you want to know?” 
Tarzanna started rocking back and forth creating a tidal motion in her 
mammaries which was quite enthralling. Jane started to wonder 
whether Tarzanna’s jugs had some sort of magical ability to distract 
anyone that saw them — it would certainly help her in the jungle. Like 
the snake in Disney’s animated “Jungle Book.” 

“Why were you expecting to find a guy out here? | mean, I don’t 
look like a man — do I?” Tarzanna let her hands slide from the armrests 
of her chair and onto the tanned skin of her still slowly pulsing bosom. 

“No, you're definitely...unmistakably feminine. It’s just that the 
story is about Tarzan and Jane — not Tarzanna.” Tarzanna gave her a 
quizzical look and Jane continued. “It’s just this story about a guy who 


is raised in the jungle by gorillas and becomes king of the jungle and 
then falls in love with a woman on an expedition — Jane. Anyway 
supposedly that was a story based on fact, so when I heard some 
reports of a primal human running around in this jungle, I suppose | 
just assumed it was a guy. Thinking back, there wasn’t actually any 
gender reference in there at all. Guess I should have done my research 
better instead of rushing in half-cocked with all these stupid romantic 
ideas in my head.” Jane bit her lip, that last bit had just slipped out. 

“Romantic ideas? What were you expecting to happen? To get 
lost in the jungle and rescued by some monkey-raised halfwit, who'd 
drag you back to his cave?” Tarzanna laughed a little but not in a cruel 
way. “What's so great about guys anyway?” 

“You're not...oh this is just my luck, | travel a few thousand miles 
and instead of finding my prince charming, | get stuck with a busty, 
lesbian Amazon...no offense,” Jane quickly added. 

“None taken.” Tarzanna still had a smile on her face. 

“Tm sorry, I guess I should be a little more grateful. You did kind 
of rescue me — probably saved me from a slow and drawn-out death 
in the jungle. I should never have come here — I mean, why daddy 
ever let me go through with this is beyond me, he probably thought 
that I wouldn’t go through with it. Or didn’t care because of that new 
slut he had,” Jane pouted, then realised that she was in fact babbling 
again. Tarzanna laughed again. “So...anyway are you going to answer 
my questions now?” 

“Sure. | didn’t want to tell you before we got here because you 
might have thought I was crazy and gone running off again. Having 
heard that, I realise that | needn’t have worried. I’m not sure who my 
parents were...whether I was abandoned or taken or something but 
“Tm sorry, I guess I should be a little more grateful. You did kind of 
rescue me — probably saved me from a slow and drawn-out death in 
the jungle. I should never have come here — I mean, why daddy ever 
let me go through with this is beyond me, he probably thought that | 
wouldn’t go through with it. Or didn’t care because of that new slut he 
had,” Jane pouted, then realised that she was in fact babbling again. 
Tarzanna laughed again. “So...anyway are you going to answer my 
questions now?” 

“Sure. | didn’t want to tell you before we got here because you 
might have thought I was crazy and gone running off again. Having 


heard that, I realise that I needn’t have worried. I’m not sure who my 
parents were...whether I was abandoned or taken or something but 
the first thing I can remember was the jungle and my family. Not my 
birth family but the only family I know.” Tarzanna looked reflective for 
a moment. “Anyway, I wasn’t raised by gorillas — I was raised by 
panthers.” 

“Panthers? | suppose that makes about as much sense as gorillas — 
actually, perhaps a lack of opposable thumbs makes it a little less likely 
but not much. So how did they look after you and how did they accept 
you as part of the pack — in fact, do panthers even have packs?” Jane 
was asking the question in a rhetorical manner, but Tarzanna either 
didn’t pickup on that, or decided to ignore it. 

“The ones that looked after me were in a pack, or at least it was 
a sort of community — they would hunt alone but gather at night. 
When I was younger they would bring me raw meat, and I think I sort 
of remember suckling when I was about two...but I had to start 
foraging when I was about three. I think I started hunting when I was 
about six — there was always one of them watching me, but I learned 
to look after myself pretty quickly...” She stretched her legs out, again 
demonstrating that they were very long — Jane felt a twinge of envy 
but realised that Tarzanna wasn’t doing it to intentionally show off. 
The errant rich kid realised that living with this jungle queen would 
take a lot of getting used to. 

“So...your, uh...breasts. Didn’t they get in the way or anything? | 
mean, I’m guessing that they cause you lots of back pain and that sort 
of stuff — especially as you don’t have a proper bra or anything...does 
that bikini style top even give any support?” Jane idly imagined that the 
bra she had could probably just about cover Tarzanna’s nipples and 
aureole — if she could somehow get her breasts squeezed together 
enough — which created an image of several feet of cleavage. Jane 
realised that she was staring at Tarzanna’s current cleavage and 
quickly moved her eyes. 

“Back pain? No...but then I haven't had them for too long...” 
Tarzanna looked at Jane. “How come your breasts are so small, 
anyway?” 

“Mine, so small? I’ve never seen breasts as big as yours...ever! | 
mean, the closest I’ve seen was when I found my brother's porn stash 
and saw ‘Big Bouncers’ and those were all fake...] mean, it’s just not 


natural to have breasts so...outlandishly huge! Only perverts would 
even imagine breasts that massive! And then you go and top it off by 
covering them with barely enough fabric to cover the top of a jam jar.” 
Jane paused for a moment and felt her blood rising to her face. She 
tried to calm herself by taking deep breaths, Tarzanna seemed to be 
amused. 

“Just because you're jealous, there’s no need to get all huffy. | 
mean, obviously my breasts are almost totally perfect — and you're 
probably right to be jealous, but you know, no need to go on about it. 
I'm sure that we'll be able to fix your boobs up soon enough, get them 
to a reasonable size,” Tarzanna said good-naturedly — with some 
passing patronising undertones. 

Initially Jane just stood — during her rant she had stood up so that 
her emphatic hand gestures were more emphatic — slack jawed, not 
entirely sure that she had heard what she heard. Or possibly just 
wishing that she hadn’t. “Fix my boobs? Fix my boobs?!” Jane was 
now absolutely livid. “There is nothing wrong with my boobs! They’re 
almost perfect — everyone knows that a B-cup is the best size and 
anything over a DD is freakish, and your breasts must be a DDDD...or 
something.” Jane was so tense that her body was actually shaking. 

Tarzanna remained unaffected by Jane’s anti-mammary rhetoric 
— if anything she was even more amused at the daddy’s girl losing her 
cool. 

“If my breasts are so ‘freakish’ then why is it that you keep staring 
at them with that envious look in you eye?” Tarzanna smirked as she 
asked the question. 

“M_-morbid fascination,” Jane stammered, caught off guard by the 
question and fully aware that she had been staring at Tarzanna’s chest 
more than one normally would — even though Tarzanna’s breasts took 
up a lot more space than the average pair. “I’m sorry,” Jane hung her 
head. “I’m just kind of sensitive about breasts. It’s kind of a long story — 
I had a fight with my friend, Elizabeth, who then got all our mutual 
friends to stonewall me. Then for no reason at all she and all her 
friends got tits — which got almost as big as yours — and then they all 
started taunting me because | didn’t have breasts the size of beach 
balls. The whole episode left me with a complex about chesty girls, or 
at least huge hooters — then daddy got me a private tutor for my last 
year because of the whole thing. He was kind of cute and so well 


dressed — but it turned out he was gay.” Jane sighed. “So then | was 
thinking about what to do before I went to college and read this article 
about some real-life Tarzan out here and thought I would come and 
try and find him to get a man in my life and escape the buxom women 
who seem to taunt me in the real world.” 

“ĮI guess that plan didn’t work out so well, eh?” Tarzanna 
sounded slightly sympathetic. 

“No...] really shouldn’t have lashed out like that, just so many 
bad memories about mammaries.” Jane frowned and then sighed, 
slouching back into her seat — letting herself go limp. 

Tarzanna looked thoughtful, then got up and walked around 
behind Jane, she started to massage Jane’s tense neck and upper back 
area. Jane let out an involuntary moan. 

“That’s good. Really good, how’d you learn to do that? | mean 
how can you practice if you’re the only person?” Jane could feel her 
stress ebb as total relaxation overtook her. 

“The same way I learned English — books. Some of the people 
that come to the jungle are really untidy — so I like to clean up their 
mess.” The jungle Amazon gestured expansively at the outside world — 
but Jane was unable to see this because of her position. “Occasionally 
I'd find stuff that they'd dropped or left behind. At first I just looked at 
the pictures but eventually I taught myself how to read — and because | 
sounded words out and stuff, occasionally hearing tourists like you 
trekking through the jungle helped as well. Of course speaking with 
another person is good practice.” 

“How do you speak with all those panthers? | mean there must 
be some way for you to talk to one another?” Jane felt so good from 
the massage that it was an almost sexual sensation. 

“That’s kind of a hard question to answer. | never really thought 
about it too much. I mean, I make some grunts and sounds and stuff 
and | listen to the noises they make, but it goes deeper than that. It’s 
like a bond — some sort of empathy. I think you need to actually 
experience it to really comprehend what it’s actually like, but I can't 
imagine life without it. Even now | can vaguely sense them.” Tarzanna 
had a far away look in her eye for a few moments and stopped her 
massaging. 

“Wow, that sounds deep.” Jane sounded impressed, because 
she was. Especially as the reasons for her trip had been inherently 


shallow and self-serving. “You must be pretty close with these panthers 
then. I wish I could get that close with someone...” 

“lm sure you'll find someone.” Unseen by Jane, Tarzanna gave 
the urbanite a look of deep affection and then hugged Jane, which led 
to her squishing her ponderous bosom against Jane’s head. “Maybe 
sooner than you think,” she whispered. 

“What's that?” Jane tried to turn around but was met only with a 
wall of breast flesh that almost totally blocked her view. 

“Oh, nothing...” Tarzanna smiled secretly to herself and then 
resumed her massaging. 
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After they had a meal — which Jane found surprisingly tasty — the 
two talked for several hours until the sun had set and the sky was an 
inky black. Jane had offered to sleep in the rocking chair but Tarzanna 
had insisted that they both share her bed — saying it would be warmer. 
Realising it would be easier to simply agree — because it seemed that 
Tarzanna would not relent. 

It was now the middle of the night and Jane had just awoken. 
She felt the pillow behind her head, it was nice and soft and warm. 
Nestling her head into it a little more she heard Tarzanna emit a little 
sigh of contentment. Turning to see what her hostess was actually 
doing, she turned around and realised that what she had thought was 
her pillow was actually Tarzanna’s now naked bosom. 

Momentarily shocked she pulled back and then fell out of the 
bed. Tarzanna stirred but didn’t awaken, she murmured gently and 
then mewled softly, hugging her own bosom tightly before turning onto 
her back and taking more of the cover as she rolled over. Jane tried to 
pull them back but Tarzanna was holding on tightly with her toned 
arms and powerful hands. As she tried to pry them from her hostess, 
all she succeeded in doing was bringing the mewling Tarzanna back 
toward her and this time she latched onto Jane with her gently moving 
arms. 

“Oh, why do I have to get stuck with a night fondler,” Jane 
muttered under her breath as Tarzanna’s hands wandered over her 
body, despite her attempts to fend off the pawing motions. 

Eventually Jane solved the problem by curling up into a little ball 


— wrapping her arms around her knees was the only way to prevent 
Tarzanna’s unwittingly lecherous incursions. It still made Jane all hot 
and bothered, even if she wasn’t into girls. It just seemed that 
Tarzanna’s hands knew exactly where to poke. Even curled up Jane 
wasn’t entirely safe but after a while she relaxed a bit and let a mild 
haze of excitement lull her back to sleep as she tried hard not to wish 
for a few more pokes from Tarzanna’s shapely fingers. 
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The dawn chorus gently awoke Tarzanna, who stretched — 
making her extra large baps stick out into the moist morning air, like 
two hills rising from the exquisite landscape of the amazon’s body — 
before getting out of bed and walking naked to the shower. 

The shower itself was something of a low-tech affair but 
effective none the less. It was supplied from a huge catchment basin 
above the tree house that collected the daily deluge and stored it in a 
large water tank. It was no power shower but it washed the sweat 
from her body in the mornings and for proper washing she usually 
went to the nearby waterfall but usually she liked to just freshen up 
before going out. 

As the water gently spilled over her, the jungle princess thought 
about her guest. It was just like what she had seen when she did her 
vision quest — a stranger coming from the outside world to take her 
away, marry her and...well lots of naughty things that felt really good. 
The Amazonian beauty let her fingers gently slip along her inner thigh 
as the water continued to dribble down her body. It began to mingle 
with her own secretions, but just as she was starting to touch herself 
she remembered she had company, and it would be quite rude to not 
at least offer a few of her fingers to Jane. 

Actually that raised a few questions in itself. She was getting a 
straight vibe from Jane but that couldn’t be — her vision quest had 
definitely had Jane making out with her but at the moment she just 
seemed heterosexual — not even a flicker of bi-curiosity. So she had to 
wonder when Jane was going to have that change of heart. Tarzanna 
shrugged to herself as she turned off the water — it was bound to 
workout. 


Towelling herself dry she walked over to the bed, where Jane 
was still curled up into a little ball with an expression of peaceful 
happiness on her face. Tarzanna became mesmerised by Jane for a 
moment, the subtle beauty of the girl’s features causing her to pause. 
She took a deep breath and put her lust aside — at least for the moment 
—and then gently shook the lightly snoozing love of her life. 

“Jane? Jane?” she said softly into Jane’s ear — biting back the 
temptation to lick it. Jane stirred slightly and uncurled, revealing her 
bra and panty clad body. This was just too much for Tarzanna, and 
she let her tongue gently touch the sleeping 
co-ed’s cheek. Jane stirred 





further and murmured more, her eyes finally fluttering open. 

“Mhm?” Jane looked at Tarzanna with bleary eyes before seeing 
Tarzanna’s tongue still on her cheek. “Hmm, what are you doing?” 

Tarzanna remained still for a few long moments while the still 
half-asleep Jane rubbed her eyes, trying to dispel her sleepiness. 

“Oh, you had a mark there and I thought I’d...get rid of it for 
you.” Tarzanna looked furtive and decided she needed to cover her 
tracks better than that. 

Without really thinking about it — and more than a little 
influenced by her libido and huge hooters — she kissed Jane. At least 
she tried to. 

As she moved forward, Jane shifted out the way and 

Tarzanna — who had closed her eyes as a prelude to the kiss — 

missed her and overbalanced to hit the pillow, tits first. 
“Hey, what are you trying to do?” Jane asked, now fully 
awake. “Were you trying to kiss me?! Ewww.” 
“It was...” Tarzanna said as she brushed away the 
few feathers that had come out of the pillow and settled in 
her cleavage, “just a good morning kiss. Don’t you have 
A those in theoutside world?” 

“I| guess. ..but generally only between a guy and a 
girl — at least with me. I mean...I can see that maybe it 
would just be a gesture of friendship but really tongue 
would be a no-no under any one circumstance. Except 
| : maybe the kiss of life. Oh, wait — you don’t need to 

give tongue in the kiss of life.” Tarzanna pouted 

at Jane. “Hey, I can’t help the fact I’m straight!” 
“I guess... I just wish you were...” 
Tarzanna continued to pout and then turned away 
to get dressed — as she was still only wearing the 
DA towel. 


















“Well, Im not...and I don’t want to be. 
Can I use your shower thing? ? I’m all hot and 
sticky with this terrible humidity.” Tarzanna, 
obviously in some sort of a mood simply 


gave her a thumbs up as she continued to look through her wardrobe — 
sorting through an innumerable quantity of leopard skin two piece 
bikinis. “WVait, there’s no door on this shower!” 

“I don’t really mind seeing myself naked, so there never really 
seemed any point. | thought about it when I made the cubicle bigger 
after my boobs grew but what was the point?” Tarzanna shrugged to 
show her lack of concern. 

“So whats up with your titties? | mean you make it sound as 
though you just woke up one morning and they were as huge as they 
are now.” Jane looked only semi-serious. 

“No, don’t be silly. They grew bigger in a few minutes — it felt so 
good! | must have cum like fifteen times!” Tarzanna looked positively 
proud of herself when she said that. “But after that my stupendous rack 
was way too big for the pokey little cubicle. Of course the work I had 
to do was a hassle but my breasts are so great it was all worth it!” 

“But...but breasts don’t just grow in a few minutes. That’s the 
sort of thing that happens in stupidly conceived — albeit well written — 
internet porn stories. It never happens in real life, | mean there are lots 
of reasons that it can’t happen. Maybe you just imagined the whole 
thing or something?” Jane’s eyes flitted from Tarzanna’s face to her 
cleavage and back again several times in rapid succession. 

“If I could imagine that sort of orgasmic goodness, | wouldn’t 
need my fingers. | get horny just thinking about it.” Tarzanna’s eyes 
glazed over for a moment as she recalled the transcendental pleasure 
of her transformation. Jane blushed heavily as Tarzanna rubbed her 
toned thighs together and let her hands brush against her nipples. 

“Ahem.” Jane coughed hoping that it might distract Tarzanna 
from her masturbation. The sculpted beauty didn’t seem to notice for a 
moment but then remembered herself and looked suitably repentant. 
Although she allowed herself to sway backwards and forwards 
sending subtle ripples through her bosom. It kept her levels of pleasure 
somewhere around mild euphoria, enough to keep her grinning like an 
idiot. 

“Oh, sorry. You know, sometimes it’s so easy to just get all carried 
away with these puppies.” Tarzanna hefted them again, her hands 
kneading the supple flesh slightly before another cough from Jane 
made her stop her self-pleasuring. 

“Could you please stop doing that?” Jane asked, her voice 
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creeping toward a whine. “I mean, you don’t see me...touching myself 
in front of other people.” 

“You should try it... mean you aren’t as voluptuous as me but 
you're definitely pretty. | know /want to see you doing it.” Tarzanna 
smiled sweetly as if she hadn't just said that she would willingly be a 
voyeur to a solo sexual act by Jane. 

Shocked by the suggestion Jane repeatedly opened and closed 
her mouth unable to quite come up with any words to express what 
she was feeling. Which was another problem in itself. She was 
offended on such a deep level that the parts of her brain that dealt with 
these issues had gone into shock and she just stood there — her mouth 
opening and closing like a fish’s. 

“Are you okay? You look kind of pale, maybe you'd like to sit 
down?” Tarzanna sounded concerned and somehow that penetrated 
Jane’s fragile mind and she nodded dumbly, letting the randy rainforest 
lovely guide her into one of the nearby chairs. “Maybe you'd like some 
water or something?” Jane nodded dumbly again as Tarzanna went 
off to get some water. 


Later that day, around noon, after Jane had regained the ability to 
talk and Tarzanna — now insisting that Jane call her Zanna — had 
made them some lunch. The city girl found that the meal was very 
good, and she had several helpings, which seemed to make Zanna 
very happy for some reason. Even after she was full, Zanna somehow 
managed to get her to eat a dessert. She felt pleasantly sleepy after the 
meal and before she realised it — she had dozed off. 

Tarzanna smiled to herself as she lightly patted the snoozing girl 
on her head before heading out into the jungle to do some more 
hunting and gathering. 

Tarzanna took her time when she was out in the jungle. She 
knew that the full moon was tomorrow, and that meant that she would 
change tonight. She was pretty sure that she had given Jane enough 
glomp root in the fruit to keep her asleep until morning — she wished 
she could have left it later but she had no idea how long the root 
would need to take effect or even if it would. 
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The fact that her change was unpredictable didn’t help either. 
While in theory she should only change under the light of the full 
moon, in practice she found that sometimes the anticipation of the 
change was enough to spark the transformation. That as well as 
moments of intense emotion or arousal, and being around Jane, was 
driving her crazy. It was amazing that she managed not to change — 
although she had been pretty close on several occasions. 

Zanna paused for a moment, resting on a large and ancient 
bough. She glanced down and saw a three-toed sloth and went a little 
ditzy for a second. It reminded her of when she had insisted to her 
adoptive panther parents that she should have a pet sloth. After a 
period of incomprehension and then bemusement, they had decided to 
let her look after one. Zanna wasn’t very successful at teaching her 
sloth — which she called Slothy — any tricks, but she did shower it with 
love and affection. Probably too much because one day Zanna went to 
check on Slothy but he had run away. The young Tarzanna — not 
appreciating the irony of one of the world’s laziest animals making an 
effort to escape her overly caring grasp — was extremely distraught and 
looked everywhere but quickly realised that Slothy was gone. 
Eventually she had gotten over the trauma but she still liked sloths and 
often gave them hugs when no one was looking. 

Wrapping her legs around the bough, she let herself fall over to 
one side so that she was hanging upside down. She shimmied a little 
closer and her rack ebbed and flowed accordingly, wobbling about like 
twin blancmanges. Looking around to make sure there was no one 
there — which was an instinct borne purely of paranoia as she could 
have sensed any of her panther friends and the chances of any people 
this deep in the jungle were minimal — she furtively let go with her 
arms, her breasts bouncing wildly for a few seconds, and then she put 
her arms around the sloth who seemed oblivious or maybe just asleep. 
It was several long minutes before she let go. Then — as she sometimes 
did — she started to explain (still hanging upside down with her breasts 
obscuring her view) to the sloth her dilemma. 

When she finally finished she looked at the sloth, hoping that 
maybe it could speak and tell her what she should do, like some sort of 
three-toed agony uncle. Unfortunately for Tarzanna the sloth had 
definitely dozed off by now. She hugged the sloth again, whispered 
her thanks into its ear and then let go of the tree. Quickly executing a 
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double somersault — inducing much flopping of heaving bosoms — the 
amazing Amazon grabbed a hanging vine and continued her hunting. 


Jane slowly opened her eyes, suddenly aware that she had been 
asleep. She could see that it was late evening from the light level. 
Raising her head she saw that Tarzanna had just entered the tree 
house — but she hadn’t noticed her yet. 

Before the city slicker could say anything. 

Tarzanna doubled over and fell to 
the floor. Jane suddenly snapped 
completely awake and jumped to 
her feet, hurrying to Zanna’s side. 

“Zanna? Zanna what's 
wrong?” Jane shook the 
statuesque beauty, but 
this only caused her 
to moan some more. 













Jane was somewhat relieved that it didn’t sound like a moan of pain — 
but she had no idea what was happening to the jungle girl or how to 
help. 

That was when she noticed that Tarzanna seemed to be 
changing. She seemed taller — her ponderous bosom becoming even 
bigger — her impractical cheetah skin bikini becoming stretched and 
showing glimpses of her aureole which seemed to be increasing in size 
as well. The Amazon rolled about a bit and snarled to reveal slightly 
sharper teeth but more alarmingly her ears seemed to be rearranging 
themselves and moving up to the top of her head. 

Jane’s eye was drawn away from this as Zanna rolled over onto 
her front — resting her weight on her bean bag (overly filled ones) sized 
pillowy mounds — showing a tail poking out of her thong. It snaked 
around like a silky smooth black tentacle, gradually inching out in a way 
that entranced Jane as much as it worried her. Jane could only begin 
to imagine what was happening to her recent acquaintance — it looked 
like some kind of lycanthropy but surely that wasn’t real? Just then 
Tarzanna purred and seemed to become a little more lucid. 

“Zanna are you okay?” Jane asked gripping Tarzanna’s arm as 
she got up. “What’s happened to you? Your ears and you got a tail 
and...your breasts! | mean they were incredibly huge to start with and 
now they're even bigger. Although I guess that’s sort of in proportion 
because you got a bit taller — you know more Amazonic, if that’s 
possible.” Jane frowned. 

“Meow!” Tarzanna said rather than actually meowed. “That 
feels much better.” The former Amazon, now catgirl (albeit an 
Amazonic one) performed an inhuman feat of contortion, letting her 
hands run over her bosom. She snapped the string on her bikini and it 
twanged against her quivering flesh, leading her to make a playful yelp 
— it didn’t really hurt her as catgirls are made of stronger stuff. 
“Oh...wait a second.” The rainforest queen tried to stop herself from 
smirking. “If you saw me change and know I’m a were cat, you have to 
do the Trial!” 

“Huh? What's ‘the Trial’ and why do I have to do it?” Jane 
asked, perplexed. 

“It’s like this test thing that you have to do to get into the pack, and 
you don’t have to do it but the alternative is being our prisoner forever 
— or something like that. It’s the whole secrecy thing we have going, 
we 
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we couldn't have people going around blabbing about lycanthropy — 
we'd end up in some sort of experiment or something. Scientists are 
always doing that sort of thing, aren't they?” Tarzanna rubbed her face 
against her shoulder and then started to groom herself as she waited 
for a response. 

“I don’t really know...having never been a mad scientist, | 
wouldn't be able to comment on their behalf. I guess you'd get a lot of 
people looking for you — but that would only be if I actually told people 
and even if | did, who would believe me? How is this trial thing going 
to help any?” Jane found that despite her attempts to shrug off the 
whole idea, she couldn’t help but feel a little agitated and her heart 
beat a little bit faster — her breath shorter and shallower. 

“I can’t really tell you. It'll all be obvious soon enough, you'll need 
to do the ritual of preparation and stuff like that. The panther elders 
will tell you all about it when we go and see them. It’s kind of late, so 
we'll go and see them tomorrow morning.” Tarzanna picked up on 
Jane’s anxiety — which wasn’t hard considering that she was sweating 
so much. “Don’t worry, | did the Trial and I turned out okay, didn’t I?” 

Jane rolled her eyes as she looked at the Amazon catgirl, 
oversized breasts wobbling seductively as she breathed in and out and 
legs that seemed to go on forever — not to mention the feline ears and 
tail. The waifish girl was more than a little concerned at the 
implications of what her hostess was saying but later as she tried to 
push the subject Tarzanna politely but firmly declined to answer any 
further questions on the subject. Eventually Jane got bored of pumping 
the anthromorph for information. They retired to bed and Jane was 
just getting comfortable when she felt something warm and furry 
between her thighs. She quickly jumped out of bed, both hands 
covering her crotch. 

“Zanna! There’s something in the bed! It felt like a furry snake or 
something.” Jane’s eyes were wild while she looked around the room 
for something to bludgeon the furry snake — which occur as much in 
nature as hairy fish. 

“Oh, sorry. I think I found the culprit.” Tarzanna giggled slightly 
as she pulled her own wriggling tail out from under the blanket. “It’s 
kind of got a mind of its own...and it likes to sleep in warm, moist 
places, so...I can tie it to my leg if you want but it’s a crafty foe — | 
mean sometimes I tried that but it always managed to get free and 
work it’s way back into my—” 
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work it’s way back into my—” 

“Yes, | get the picture!” Jane interrupted before Tarzanna could 
finish her sentence. “You don’t need to tie it up or anything just make 
sure that it stays away from my...you know.” 

“Pussy?” Tarzanna finished, trying to be helpful. 

“Zanna, | know you grew up with panthers and stuff but could 
you please learn some subtly? We both know what I was talking about 
—there’s no need to, you know, spell it out...it’s so...rude to say things 
like that.” Jane looked at Tarzanna who was making an act of looking 
repentant, but she was unable to stop herself from smirking. 

“You're so silly sometimes.” Tarzanna giggled good naturedly in 
the darkness and then rolled over to huggle Jane some more. “And you 
feel soft and warm, nice to rub against.” She mewled sweetly as she let 
her swollen tits move up and down against Jane’s torso and face. 

“Hey, stop that! As much as I’m flattered by you lezzing up to me, 
I'd rather you didn’t,” Jane said as she squirmed with mild revulsion 
playing across her face in the darkness, but she found that it was 
difficult to escape the tight grasp of her Amazonic compatriot. 

“Silly kitty!” Tarzanna giggled again before letting go of her 
would-be lover and mussed her hair for a few seconds before turning 
over and seemingly falling asleep within a few seconds of her head 
hitting the pillow. She started quietly mewling, which Jane found 
strangely soothing as she gently slipped off to sleep. 


“Come on, it’s time to get up. It’s time for your Trial,” Tarzanna 
said as she shook the sleeping Jane awake. The now totally human, 
loved up Amazon let her full and pouty lips gently caress Jane’s 
perfectly formed filtrum. The daddy’s girl smiled and muttered 
something about Steven letting her lie in. Her eyes then snapped open 
just as Tarzanna pulled back. “Morning sleeping beauty,” Tarzanna 
said lustily. 

“Eh, morning. So time for the trial thing, eh? Why does it have to 
be so early in the morning?” she asked yawning. 

“Tt doesn’t have to be — the Elders are just early risers and they 
don't like to stay up too late and stuff. So they do things in the 
mornings so that they can knock off early. You'd better just hope that 
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they had a good nights sleep, they get all cranky and that would be 
bad.” Seeing how Jane’s expression suddenly lurched toward deep 
concern, Tarzanna quickly went on. “Not that it would change the 
Trial or anything, just how cranky they are.” 

“Okay...” Jane seemed somewhat pacified as she got dressed 
and then followed Tarzanna out into the noisy morning sounds of the 
jungle. As Tarzanna grabbed hold of a vine that was tied to the 
balcony railing Jane gave her a look of disbelief. “WWe aren't going 
to...?” Jane trailed off and looked at Tarzanna. 

“It’s faster than walking and you don’t want to be late do you?” 
Tarzanna enthusiastically gave a vine to the skeptical-looking Jane 
who held it loosely. “You have to hold it tightly. Like this.” The jungle 
girl demonstrated, holding the rope-like plant just above her head, the 
rest of it ending up between her huge jello mounds. Jane continued to 
frown. “Well, if you really don’t want to — then I guess you can just 
jump on my back.” Tarzanna tried to keep her excitement from her 
voice at the prospect of having the lithe girl clinging onto her. 

“Į guess...] was never any good at rope climbing in gym class.” 
Jane shuddered involuntarily at the memory of the communal showers 
and evil gym teacher. “Are you sure that you can hold me. I mean, I 
know I’m pretty light but still...” 

“Oh, it’s no problem. Jump on, you might want to grab onto my 
nipples for a good hold.” She smiled but when she saw the expression 
that was on her new friend’s face, she stopped instantly. “Or just 
around my waist, whichever you want.” Tarzanna gripped onto the 
vine and the somewhat revolted Jane jumped onto Tarzanna in a 
piggy back style, arms steering well clear of the Amazon’s big bust. 
“Ready?” 

“I can’t see quite why you can’t just keep the whole thing quiet, 
but I guess if we have to — then lets go.” Jane sighed as Tarzanna 
effortlessly pushed off from her jungle top abode and swung out into 
the jungle. 

It didn’t take more than fifteen minutes for the jungle girl and her 
petite passenger to reach their final destination. They had just entered 
a large clearing, containing five panthers when the morning rainstorm 
started. Although the clearing was totally open to the elements, no rain 
seemed to fall on it. Causing Jane to feel distinctly uneasy, a prickle of 
something not quite right running down her back. 
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“Don't worry, that’s just the magic barrier,” Tarzanna whispered. 
“It uses...well, magic, to stop the rain. I guess you could have worked 
that out yourself.” Tarzanna bit her lip and reached over and squeezed 
Jane’s hand. “Jane, I’m scared,” she said in a confessional tone. 

“Why the hell should you be scared? I’m the one that has to do 
the stupid trial thing.” Her voice was a hushed whisper as she was 
aware that the eyes of the panthers were all on her. She put her hands 
on her hips and looked a bit vexed but not overly so. 

“Tt’s just, well I...] think I love you.” Tarzanna hugged the slightly 
uncertain looking city girl. 

“How can you...but we only just met! Why are you even telling 
me this? | mean, how can this possibly do anything other than get me 
all mopey before I go and do the Trial?” She paused and sighed 
deeply. “I don’t know how to tell you this, but I don’t feel the same 
way. | mean, you've saved my life and you've been really sweet to me 
these past few days but all I really want to do is go home. I mean 
you re welcome to come home with me but you can’t expect me to fall 
in love with you.” Jane looked at Tarzanna trying to gauge her 
expression, hoping that she hadn’t gone too far. 

“Oh, it’s okay.” Much to Jane’s surprise, Tarzanna smiled at her 
and didn’t seem at all distressed or upset in the least. “I knew you felt 
that way but it’s cool. Just go and speak to the Elders and everything 
will be okay.” Tarzanna gently pushed her toward the awaiting council 
types. “Oh, wait — you don’t speak panther...I’d better come with 
you.” 

The two approached the panthers and then waited for them to 
say something. They waited a while and Jane was about to speak up 
before Tarzanna started to nod and mumble a bit under her breath. 
Before Jane could comment on any of this Tarzanna snapped out of it 
and started dragging Jane through a previously unseen exit to the 
clearing. 

“What did they say?” Jane asked as she tried to walk under her 
own power. 

“Oh, just the standard stuff — just go into this clearing and eat 
some of the sacred berries before you get turned into a were panther. 
Then once you've done that, you'll be free to do what you want and 
stuff. Like go home or whatever, but I hope you stay here.” For a busty 
Amazon, Tarzanna did a very good job of looking like a bashful girl, 
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both twirling her hair and biting her lip. 

“We'll see...I guess I should go and do this test then. Wish me 
luck,” Jane said as she went into the clearing. 

It didn’t really seem like a special clearing at all. It was almost 
identical to the previous clearing she was in, except that this one lacked 
panthers and in the centre was a waist-high shrub or bush of some 
sort. Somewhat gingerly she approached the plant, she wasn’t sure 
whether it was just a trick of the light but it seemed as though the plant 
was emitting a low-level glow. She lightly touched one of the large, 
shiny, green leaves lightly and was sure that she felt a pulse of 
electricity run through her fingers. 

“This is so stupid...maybe | could just run off into the jungle. No 
way, that’s how I got into this mess...and I suppose if they wanted to 
kill me or something they'd just have eaten me. | wonder how Id 
taste...probably like chicken — eww.” She stopped herself there, it was 
all pretty stupid reasoning, and she realised that she was just drawing 
the whole thing out longer than it needed to be drawn out. She put her 
hand onto one of the large, bluish berries and was surprised that it was 
warm to the touch. 

She let her other hand hold onto the thick mahogany-like branch 
and then pulled the berry free. Inspecting the fruit for a few moments, 
Jane took a deep breath and put it in her mouth and bit into it. She 
was rewarded with a sweet taste that was almost exactly like 
cinnamon, letting it roll over her pallet before swallowing. 

“That wasnt so bad...in fact it was pretty nice...I feel pretty nice 
and fuzzy.” Jane stumbled for a few moments and then her knees 
buckled, leaving her in a heap on the ground. She giggled for a little 
while, staring up at the open sky before finally trying to stand up. It 
took her a couple of attempts, but after a while she finally managed it, 
stumbling around and then eventually sitting down again. She lay 
down and giggled again — she felt so light headed that it was almost as 
if she was drunk, but she was feeling increasingly sexy too and 
definitely a little randy. 

All of a sudden she started to wish that Tarzanna was there to 
make good on all the unspoken promises of sexual gratification. She 
found herself starting to perspire, and she let a hand into her panties, 
hoping to relieve the heat that she was starting to feel. It seemed to 
build up more with each passing moment; it was all starting to get her 
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into a dreamily orgasmic state. Somehow she felt all her senses 
heighten, as she rolled along the ground she could feel every leaf and 
bump in the ground pressing against her body. It was a strange feeling 
but she was sure that she could smell every plant in the whole jungle. 
The lingering taste of the berry in her mouth was exquisite, much like 
the sensations running through her whole body. 

Rolling around on the ground but unable to give herself 
satisfaction she seemed to teeter perpetually on the edge of some 
monumental orgasm but was unable to bring herself to 


the climax that she so badly wanted. She squirmed out of her clothes, 
writhing naked on the jungle floor — there was a strange feeling in her 
bosom, but before she could let her hand explore it externally she 
thought she heard something. Turning to look at cause of the sound 
she was suddenly disorientated by being lifted up. Without seeing who 
it was she could tell. 

“Tarzanna...” Jane almost whispered. 

“Shh,” Tarzanna replied putting her finger on Jane’s pouting lips. 
She then tilted Jane’s head and kissed her. Then she broke off and let 
her elegant hands get to work on the still sexually frustrated Jane. One 
hand gracefully manipulating her friend’s pussy and the other greedily 
groping her. 

Jane arched her back as she felt herself teeter like an almost 
perfectly balanced seesaw. Slowly but surely she slipped down into an 
orgasm that blossomed outward from her wet pussy, making her entire 

body spasm and convulse as the orgasm spread throughout her body 

like liquid fire. Tarzanna didn’t stop her stimulation, and Jane’s 

body continued to be wracked with further aftershocks, quickly 

followed by an additional orgasm. Jane moaned loudly all the 

way through this and might well have demanded that Tarzanna 

keep going, if it wasn’t for the fact that she felt totally spent 

from her body’s almost continuing spasms. She realised that 

she had no idea how much time had passed, looking skyward 

again she realised that the sun had progressed somewhat on 

its daily arc. 

“Woah. ..how long was my orgasm?” Jane asked, still 

feeling a bit light-headed. She realised that despite the fact 

her whole body was still experiencing an afterglow, her 
breasts were still strange. 

“Oh, about an hour, but don’t worry that’s 
normal. So is that.” Tarzanna pointed at Jane’s 
bosom, which was gradually inflating outward. 
Jane’s hands quickly sought tangible proof 
of what her eyes showed her. She 
was rewarded with the soft and 
pseudo-spongy squidginess of 
her boobies pushing outward. 
_ Her hands tried to close around 



























them. Despite the ecstasy that she had experience in the past — which 
she was finding hard to accurately recall, although the pleasure was 
something she’d never be able to forget — her own groping was making 
her feel wet all over again and she moaned appropriately. “Yeah, | 
thought you'd like it,” Tarzanna said reflectively as she stood up and 
looked down at Jane. 

“WVhat’s happening?” Jane managed to ask between lip biting 
and moaning. 

‘Td have thought that was pretty obvious lover, your breasts are 
going to become every bit as fabulously large — just like mine. I hope 
you don't mind, awfully.” Tarzanna bent down and kissed Jane lightly 
on the forehead, briefly enveloping Jane’s head in her cleavage. 

“Dreamy...” Jane giggled again, tasting the cinnamon in her 
mouth again. Jane continued to feel herself up, her growing breasts 
making her hornier with every passing second. She moaned some 
more and redoubled her efforts, wishing that she had paid more 
attention during some of the parties she’d been at in her younger years 
when she'd grudgingly let herself be groped, what she would do for 
the experienced hand of a lecherous mammophile now! 

Tarzanna watched for a few moments, almost salivating as she 
watched Jane’s bosom inch outward. Her eyes crossed as the object 
of her affection started masturbating with a hand, taking attention away 
from her melon-sized boobs. Tarzanna dived into them and greedily 
started sucking and licking passionately, she was already incredibly 
wet, just from feeling the expanding nipples against her lips. Shaking 
hands grasped the burgeoning expanses of flesh, coarsely and rapidly 
sending Jane into another convulsive set of orgasms. 

“Oh, this is so good!” Jane almost shrieked. Her bosoms bulged 
outward one last time, at least as big as Tarzanna’s and jiggling wildly, 
rubbing against them as Jane’s spasming body eventually slowed to a 
rest. Jane almost went limp after the exertion and soon drifted into a 
light sleep as her legs gradually grew longer and her tummy gained 
some sexy definition becoming something of an Amazoness herself. 

Tarzanna let her fingers slowly drag over Jane’s abs and felt a 
sudden orgasm run through her body and then down her spine. She 
gasped quietly in delight and mewed a bit. She then calmed herself 
down and put herself onto the soft ground again, she let her mouth 
close around Jane’s sumptuous neck and then gently bit down letting 
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her lycanthropic saliva slip into Jane’s blood stream. She knew that she 
had almost certainly infected her with her kiss, but she had always 
wanted to bite someone...now they just had to wait until nightfall to 
see the results. 
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Jane awoke quickly, feeling deeply rested and fully energised. 
She tried to shake off the crazy dream that she had had, it was a little 
disturbing for her. Opening her eyes she realised that it was just about 
sunset, and she was back in Tarzanna’s tree house — had the whole 
thing been a dream? 

“Oh, you’re awake.” Jane turned to see Tarzanna’s smiling face. 
She was naked, but Jane didn’t flinch at the sight as she would have 
before. “Are you alright? You look a bit confused.” The newly 
transformed city girl continued to stare at Tarzanna dumbly, possibly 
wrestling with her newly found feelings. “Come on, you have to get up 
before the moon rises or you'll miss the fun.” Tarzanna dramatically 
whipped the covers off, revealing to Jane her own fantastic body. 

“It wasn’t just a horny, wet dream then? | guess that’s a bit of a 
relief...at least in a way.” Jane continued to stare at her body, realising 
that despite what she might have said about large breasts in the past, 
she found them extremely pleasing to look at. As if they were hand 
magnets, she found herself quickly touching her tits and then kneading 
them. Taking this as a carte blanche, Tarzanna quickly let her own 
hands touch the bosom of her beloved. She marveled at how soft they 
felt and just how wonderful it was to feel a pair of tits every bit as large 
as hers, but not hers. 

“Mmm, you were hot before, but now you're just good enough 
to eat,” Tarzanna said seductively as she drew her entire body down 
Jane’s toned torso, letting her tongue drag down the centre — eliciting a 
thrill of excitement from the new Amazon. As the jungle goddess went 
down south, Jane had to struggle hard not to thrash around from the 
pleasure as the experienced tongue of her lover flicked over her now 
super sensitive clit. 

Just about then the moon came up, and both the girls started their 
change into were-panthers. Their already huge breasts grew just a little 
bit bigger, although it was barely noticeable because of the already 
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massive size of their bosoms. They both stopped their lovemaking for a 
moment to fully appreciate the sensations of the supernatural change. 
They both felt their senses heighten and then both started purring as 
they felt the peculiar sensations of their tails starting to grow. 

It was a totally alien feeling to Jane, being a rational girl she tried to 
think of exactly how to describe it. It was like someone was running 
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their hand down her spine but then instead of ending with her tail 
bone, it kept going and she could somehow feel it. She let her hand 
really slip down to her spine, and she felt another electric tingle as she 
felt the furry protuberance. It was a real shock to feel it. It was just so 
sensitive that it almost made her cum straight away. She kept stroking it 
until she climaxed, and she felt the strange orgasm travel all the way up 
her spine and into head where it shook her deeply and then the 
sensation spread out into her newly reformed~ears. As Tarzanna’s 
transformation finished, she let her tail slip into her wet slit before 
letting herself roll over and lavish attention on Jane's ears, licking and 
sucking and nibbling them. 

“Mewr...” Jane purred with near desperation as she panted 
quickly and then commenced another round of powerful orgasms — 
this time slowly progressing from her head to her toes, making a 
particularly pleasurable detour via her big bulging bosom. “Mewr!” 
This time it was a sound of satisfaction as her body again spasmed 
uncontrollably. She felt drained after the aftershock of it all finally 
receded, but she still managed to bask in the afterglow. Trying to roll 
onto her front and failing, she just lay on her side as Tarzanna 
snuggled up to her. 

“Did you like that?” Tarzanna asked teasingly, letting her hot body 
press against Jane again. She sniffed Jane’s hair and found that it 
somehow still smelled like the cinnamon berries from the were- 
panthers’ trial. She realised that Jane had fallen asleep in her arms, 
totally exhausted after all the sexy transformation and straight-forward 
screwing. It wasn't too surprising, the initial transformation did seem to 
leave people exhausted — or at least that was her experience with the 
tribe. VVhile she was thinking about that, she wondered about when 
she was going to tell Jane the truth about the tribe...it could wait until 
the morning, she wouldn't want to wake up her huzza. 


Jane woke up slowly, still feeling a bit tired. She looked at her 
body again and giggled a little, it was so sexy. She was sure that she 
could smell Tarzanna nearby — her senses were still heightened from 
her transformation last night — it was a sort of organic smell, mixed 
with the slight fishiness of arousal, which didn’t really come as a 
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surprise. 

Now that she was in possession of a body comparable to her 
fellow Amazon...well, she wasn’t sure what Tarzanna was now 
Lover? Girlfriend? Partner? Maybe she’d have to ask her to find 
out...after all she wasn’t exactly sure what she wanted yet. Going 
home might be a good idea — people would probably be worrying. But 
anyway, now that she was in possession to a body like Tarzanna, she 
could appreciate the fact that the girl seemed to have an insatiable 
libido, just as she could feel it inside herself, although she promised 
herself that she’d try and keep it on a shorter leash than Tarzanna did. 

“Hey sexy.” Tarzanna purred as she teasingly let her towel drop 
a bit to expose one of her large nipples and its dark areola. Just the 
sight made Jane go weak at the knees, and she wondered how her 
resolve had so quickly collapsed. She was so strongly attracted to 
Tarzanna now, and it wasn’t too much of a stretch of her imagination 
to see herself being attracted to other hot girls. While before she might 
have been angsty about big breasts, now she felt positively obsessed 
with them — especially her own and Tarzanna’s. 

“So.... was wondering... did that whole trial thing and ‘passed’ 
or whatever. So can I go home now? I mean it’s great to have found 
you, but I’m not looking for a new life in the jungle or anything — 
although I suppose that wouldn’t be too bad. Except everyone would 
probably think I’d died or something — if they missed me.” Jane 
fidgeted a bit as she sat on the edge of the bed. 

“Oh, sure...” Tarzanna paused thoughtfully for a moment. “Did | 
mention that I’m really part of a whole tribe of were-panthers at all? | 
just gave you that other story because...well, I couldn’t let you know I 
was a were-panther because that was supposed to be kind of secret. 
Sorry about that...] would have told you the truth earlier but | couldn’t 
tell you until you’d done the trial...and after that we had some fun, 
and | thought it was kind of a bad time. You know spoil the mood and 
stuff. | hope you can forgive me.” Tarzanna frowned and did a good 
job of looking demure and apologetic while still being unrelentingly 
sexy. 

“l can’t hold it against you really...I mean, I’m part of your tribe 
now and stuff, right?” Tarzanna nodded enthusiastically. “So | forgive 
you. Jane and Tarzanna embraced in a bosomy hug, which made it 
hard for them to properly put their arms around each other, but the 
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sentiment was there. 

“That’s so great!” Tarzanna jumped up and down, causing her 
breasts to swing and gyrate wildly, slapping against Jane's in a mildly 
erotic way — although Jane thought that her breasts were now so 
sensitive that it would be hard for any kind of contact to not be erotic 
or painful. “Once I tell the Elders we can go back to your home.” 

“Great, I’ve got an idea that might let us help other people enjoy 
the benefits of jungle life in the city,” Jane said coyly, rubbing her 
hands together at the thought of lots of sexy girls running around as a 
result of her mischievous idea. 


It was a month later, and Tarzanna and Jane were finally starting 
to settle into a routine in Jane’s new flat. So far Jane had managed to 
keep Tarzanna a secret from her friends, but she was planning to 
“unveil” her, so to speak, today. She also had another little surprise in 
store for them. 

After thinking about it, Jane had realised that the berries she had 
taken before becoming a were-panther were quite amazing. They 
offered an opportunity to transform any girl into an Amazonic sex 
goddess. It was a good product to market — after all she knew now that 
it was really a desire of hers to possess this sort of body, even if she 
hadn’t admitted it and that didn’t even take into account all the horny 
guys in the world. 

She had managed to get some berries from the magical bush back 
in the rainforest, and now after much nurturing, it was starting to grow 
— in fact it had already yielded its first crop of berries which would be 
just perfect for tonight and her little plan...a thrill of excitement ran 
down her spine at the thought. 

Jane swooned around the sitting room in a dress that she had just 
picked up today. It had been made especially for her figure — as she 
had suspected, her old clothing either didn’t fit her or was obscenely 
tight and most likely barely legal for public use. Besides, she liked the 
way that the clinging black silk dress clung to her figure like a wet t- 
shirt to an ample bosom. 

She was just vacuuming around the place in preparation for that 
evening, when she heard a bang come from the kitchen. She rushed in 
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to find Tarzanna giggling uncontrollably as she looked at an exploded 
potato in the microwave still slowly revolving. She was naked and had 
chocolate smeared over her face and nipples. When she saw Jane she 
tried to look serious but failed as she kept giggling. 

“L uh...was trying the microwave again. | guess | still haven't 
worked out how to use it.” Tarzanna struggled hard to stop herself 
from grinning, and folded her arms under her breasts, which pushed 
them up almost to her chin. 

“Tarzanna, | thought we had agreed that you’d just steer clear of 
all the things in the kitchen...especially the microwave.” Tarzanna 
gave her another pout and leaned slightly forward giving a deliciously 
tantalising shot of her wonderful cleavage. Jane knew that she couldn't 
stay angry at her Amazon lover for long. ..if ever. 

‘Tm sorry Jane, but you know | like playing with the shiny things 
in the kitchen. I mean, I try not to but they just call to me and stuff — it’s 
just so hard to resist...we never had microwaves in the jungle but | 
promise not to do it again.” Tarzanna hung her head in shame, even 
though both of them were fully aware that she’d probably have done it 
again before the end of the day. 

“It’s okay hun, just make sure that you clean the mess — remember 
that Sal and Susan are coming over tonight and that we want to make 
a good impression before we give them a sexy transformation into 
Amazons.” Jane looked at the chocolate on her friend’s hot body and 
couldn’t help but think... “Here, let me help you get cleaned up.” Jane 
let her tongue run over the chocolate patches, carefully licking them 
off. Tarzanna giggled as she experienced Jane’s delicate tongue 
removing the chocolate from her body. 

“Oh yeah, give it to me!” Tarzanna moaned, as she’d seen girls 
do on TV, although admittedly most of them had been as lithe as Jane 
had been before her transformation. That was a bit of a 
disappointment to her — while she had her Jane to lash attention on 
her, one of the things that she had hoped to see were lots of really hot 
girls. “Oh, mmm!” Tarzanna moaned as Jane finished with the 
chocolate and worked her way on to the main course. Tarzanna had 
to acknowledge that Jane might have been new to the game of 
lesbianism, but she was extremely precocious. Her stimulation of the 
clitoris was second to none, and Tarzanna had fooled around with 
plenty of the other girls in her tribe — although most of them liked 
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staying as panthers, hence the fact she lived in a tree house and not 
with the rest of the clan. 

Anyway, it wasn’t long before Tarzanna was cleaned of all traces 
of chocolate and rapidly approaching a climactic orgasm on the 
linoleum floor. The two sexy lycanthropes’ hot and sexy bodies 
rubbed against each other, easily moving along the shiny floor. Jane’s 
enthusiastic licking quickly finished things off nicely for Tarzanna, who 
rolled around with her hands on her crotch — trying to sustain her 
orgasm for several more sticky seconds. 

“Oops, | guess lIl have to clean the floor now too,” Tarzanna 
said as she stretched in the post orgasmic warmth. “Maybe if we had 
sex wearing a giant shammy...” Jane gave her a disapproving look, 
and Tarzanna thought better of it. “I guess not then...” Tarzanna got 
up and got a few paper towels and started to mop the mess up while 
Jane smoothed her dress. 

“At least my dress didn’t get messed up or anything like that,” 
Jane said thankfully, smoothing her dress some more and pulling up 
her panties, which had worked their way free — she had company 
coming, so it only made sense for her to wear some. 

The two busied themselves for the rest of the afternoon, with a 
mix of teasing flirting behaviour and domestic cleaning. By the time 
evening came, the two were-panthers were both dressed in revealing 
outfits and excited enough that their nipples stuck out like torpedoes on 
a Russian sub. Tarzanna was just explaining some more stuff about 
how the change to the were-panther could be done at any time — full 
moon or not, when the doorbell rang. 

“Okay, just remember to wait until I introduce — they'll probably 
be shocked to see me like this, maybe faint or something. Who knows 
but just try not to freak them out, don’t tell them about the were- 
panther clan or anything just yet. I'll just say we met when I was 
abroad and stuff. Okay?” Tarzanna nodded her understanding. 

“Shouldn’t we get the door?” Tarzanna suggested, slinking away 
to the kitchen. 

“Yup. Good kitty.” Jane blew Tarzanna a kiss as she hid behind 
the doorframe, peeking out every few seconds in what was manifestly 
not a secretive way. 

Jane opened the door to see a smiling Susan and Sal; these 
quickly turned to looks of shock as they titled their heads back to look at 


aoe 


Jane’s face and not her copious cleavage, which was at about their 
eye level. Their jaws went accordingly slack, and Jane had to 
physically guide them into the flat. They remained wide-eyed and 
open-mouthed as Jane gently pushed them onto the black leather 
couch. 

“You’re...looking...well...” Sal managed, the short and cuddly 
girl’s eyes visibly bulging from behind her glasses as Jane equally 
bulged outward from her dress as she leaned over to push the glass 
coffee table forward. 

“Yes, thanks! I had a little growth spurt while I was away — it 
worked out pretty well, huh? Especially with my new workout plan...” 
Jane struck a few poses which managed to show her biceps, and also 
again flaunting her cleavage. It looked as though Sal might fall into it, 
and her brownish auburn hair stroked it several times. 

“Little...” Susan almost whispered, her slight figure and bright 
orange hair both seeming to recoil. 

“Maybe you'd like something drink?” Jane suggested as her 
catatonic friends made only the slightest of gestures. She went into the 
kitchen and looked at Tarzanna who was filling her mouth up with 
cream. She turned around and looked a little awkward before kissing 
Jane and pushing some of the cream into her mouth. 

“Hee, sorry about that lovely. That cream is really good though. 
So can I come through and change them? It'll be fun to sex them up 
and stuff. Then we can change and everyone will have fun.” 
Tarzanna rubbed against Jane some more. Then using her soft and 
sensuous lips she removed a blob of cream that had somehow got on 
Jane’s nose. 

“Shh, not now. We've got to calm it down — my friends are 
already freaked out enough without seeing you trying to have sex with 
me right in front of them. So I'll just try to relax them a bit and then 
when | come back in we can both go out, and then we'll give them the 
berries whatever their state of mind. Okay?” Tarzanna purred her 
consent and let Jane go back in to tend to her somewhat-recovered 
guests. 

“Is coffee okay?” Jane asked as she placed two mugs of tea down 
in front of her friends, who quickly started sipping their coffee intently, 
that giving them a good opportunity to not look at the intimidating 
bosom that Jane now possessed. 
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“Yes, lovely...very milky. Just the way | like it.” Sal realised the 
possible implications of what she said and flushed, smirking vaguely as 

she stared back down into her tea. 

“Yeah...so...how’d the whole jungle adventure thing go?” Susan 
asked as the tea steadied her nerves and the idea that her long time 
friend had undergone a “growth spurt” became more acceptable to her 
mind. “I mean, you've been back for a month now, and it’s only now 
we've seen you.” 

“Tt went very well thanks...and I’m sorry that it took me so long to 
see you guys. It wasn’t because | forgot or anything — I just knew that 
you'd react this way to, you know — the new me. I think that your 
reaction tonight proves | was right.” She gave them a semi-sincere “you 
know I’m right” look which they both instantly broke contact with. 

“Its just a shock Janie...1 mean, you go away a...well, a plain 
Jane and you come back some sort of Xena warrior princess with the 
biggest breasts I’ve ever seen — can you blame us for over reacting?” 
Susan asked, maybe just a little flushed. 

“Yeah, she’s right you know dear,” Sal said, nodding sagely in 
agreement. “Your massive quivering bosom took us both by surprise, 
but we still love you darling.” 

Susan nodded her agreement and then both of them were 
enveloped in Jane’s cavernous cleavage. No doubt a shock for Sal, 
who as quite a bosomy girl was used to doing the same to the “old” 
Jane. 

‘Tm glad you both understand...now I'd like to introduce you to 
my new partner...business partner who I met on my travels.” Jane 
indicated to the expectant Tarzanna to enter, and the jungle princess 
did so with much jiggling and groaning of fabric as she bounded in — 
testing her dress to its limit. The black fabric pulled taut across her 
nipples, which everyone in the room could tell were massively erect. 

“Hi, I’m Tarzanna.” The two girls seemed to take it quite well, 
obviously when you'd seen your best friend undergo a massive 
transformation — seeing a total stranger of more or less the same super 
human build really didn’t unsettle them nearly as much as seeing a 
close friend changed almost beyond recognition. “So you must be 
Susan and Sal — Jane told me all about you. You're going to love...” 
Tarzanna looked at Jane for the right word, and Jane mouthed it to 
her. “...our business proposal, it’s really great.” She looked at her 
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“business” partner, an almost child-like enthusiasm and excitement 
clear in her eyes as she asked, “Can I go and get the berries? Can I?” 

“Yes, better hurry up about it,” Jane suggested as she glanced out 
the window to see the sun’s last rays disappearing as it dipped below 
the horizon. Tarzanna shuffled off — a most unlikely movement for 
some of her obvious grace and elegance — her bosoms moving quickly 
back and forth like pistons on a steam engine. 

“Berries...?” Sal inquired, looking over the tops of her glasses 
quizzically. Susan nodded her head — agreeing with the question while 
chewing her lip. 

“It’s the business that we're thinking of running...but really it’s 
hard to actually explain it, so instead of trying to do that, we — that is 
me and Tarzanna — are going to give you a little personal 
demonstration. I’m certain that you'll be more than satisfied by what 
we have to offer. So much that you might want to become our new 
partners, in fact.” 

“I got them!” Tarzanna bounced back in to the room, carrying 
two large berries in on a tray, but thanks to her jiggling they kept 
looking as though they were going to fall to the ground. So Jane 
moved over and took the tray from Tarzanna, who continued to jiggle 
on oblivious. 

“These berries, | found on my travels... Tarzanna introduced 
them to me on my travels.” The ample hostess handed one berry to 
each of her friends, and both of them held them and looked at them as 
if wondering what to do with them. “Just try them, I promise you that 
you ll have a whole new perspective.” Jane might have emphasised 
“perspective” so that it sounded like perspec-tit, but neither Sal or 
Susan seemed to notice as they both quickly consumed the mystical 
fruits. 

Both of them looked as though they might say something, but 
became too interested in sensations similar to what Jane — and several 
years earlier Tarzanna — had experienced. An erotic haze, which 
induced an almost overwhelmingly euphoria coursed through both 
girls. At first they just looked around a lot, obviously restless as the 
erotic heat started to build within them. 

Susan bit her lip and smoothed her skirt with increasing regularity 
while Sal got a distant look in her eye and her glasses began to steam 
up. The girls both started to gasp inaudibly as they started groping 
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themselves through their tops, and when that wasn’t enough to satisfy 
their increasing desire for physical stimulation, they let one hand slip up 
into their tops and one into their panties. 

They both started panting and moaning with increasing regularity 
as the pleasure within their pussies built. The physical manifestation of 
the change began to manifest itself, their hair started to lengthen and 
become more voluminous. The sleeves of their tops started to get too 
short, as did their skirts as their arms and legs lengthened making the 
previously petite girls more athletic. 

“Mmm, Janie, | think our breasts are getting bigger!” Sal 
exclaimed excitedly. 

“Oh my god, so are mine!” Susan said somewhat frantically, 
which was perhaps a little confusing considering that if anyone should 
have been concerned by an expanding bosom — it should have been 
Sal as her breasts were already ample to say the least. “But it feels 
good...” Susan conceded before letting herself get carried away in 
another orgasm. 

The most important part of their change was just starting though 
as their swelling breasts started to become obvious through their 
clothing. It was more immediately obvious on Sal, who was blessed 
more by nature, but Susan wasn’t too far behind, and if anything her 
supple covered flesh was making faster progress than Sal’s. 

Conveniently for the drooling and lustfully voyeuristic Tarzanna 
and Jane, the girls’ tops were flimsy, and their magically growing tits 
had no problems in making the fabric groan almost audibly. The 
stitching began to give way under the assault of their growing bodies. 
The amazons lightly fingered each other as they watched with great 
excitement. 

“This is getting me so wet!” Tarzanna declared, not that it 
needed declaring as it was perfectly obvious as her dress was now 
hiked up around her midriff exposing her exquisite belly as well as her 
sopping wet sex, which was busily being fingered by Jane. 

“Don’t worry tiger, if Susan and Sal like this — it'll only be the 
beginning,” Jane told her friend in a pre-orgasmic gasp. 

Susan and Sal were now lezzing up nicely, after Sal had pressed 
her still burgeoning bosom into Susan’s face. Susan’s response was to 
start licking and kneading with a skill that belayed her naive looks. Her 
bosom had another sudden growth spurt and — as though her breasts 
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were some sort of fleshy lava lamp gradually warming — they 
inundated Sal’s crotch. 

Space being tight, the two awkwardly rotated themselves so that 
Sal was lying atop of the now fully naked Susan. Their boobs squished 
together in a heavenly confluence of sinful flesh, the friction between 
their large and almost painfully erect nipples pushing them both into a 
spiralling ecstasy of bliss that must have been audible through the entire 
neighbourhood. 

Feeling something furry brushing against her pussy she looked 
down and noticed that she had been so absorbed with manipulating 
her lover's intimate regions, that she hadn't noticed her growing tail. 
Putting her hand to her ears she realised that they had also reshaped 





themselves into her were-panther form. 

“I think they're about done...we should finish them off,” Jane 
suggested while trying to dissuade her tail from its mischief. 

“Mmm.” Tarzanna shivered as her last orgasm gently faded to an 
after glow. “What? Oh, yes. Whatever would I do without you my 
snuggly love panther?” Tarzanna embraced Jane and their tails 
caressing each other in a way that made what fur they had stand on 
end. 

Susan and Sal, exhausted by their transformation and torrid 
lovemaking were now catching their breath. As they slowly inhaled 
and exhaled, their new jugs gently gyrated and jiggled. Tarzanna and 
Jane utilised their cat-like stealth, approaching silently. The two newly 
amazonised girls were practically dozing, so when the were-panther 
duo ever so gently let their sharpened canines bite their necks, they 
barely even noticed. 

“Ooo, | love doing that!” Tarzanna exclaimed in something 
of a stage whisper. 

The initiates didn’t awake but they stirred in their semi- 
conscious state, slowly their ears shifted upward on their head, 

and tails appeared, curling their ways around the girls legs — 
doing what most anthromorphs’ tails did and making their 
way straight for nipples and intimate regions. 
“They look so sexy. Do you think they'll like 
it?” Tarzanna asked, bouncing up and down 
again. 


















“I think so...maybe we should wake 
them up, they wouldn’t want to miss their 
first full moon as were-panthers. | mean, 
maybe after all that naughtiness we could 
just stay in and let them enjoy their 
heightened senses and that sort of 
stuff,” Jane suggested letting her tail 
rub just beneath Susan’s nose. 
In a few seconds she had 
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awake and gently prodded Sal who after a bit of murmuring also 
started looking around, her eyes somewhat bleary. She blinked and 
smiled. Both girls engaged in a lot of double takes and mutual 
appreciation. 

“Wow, you were right! This is totally amazing!” Susan mewed. 

“Yes hun, it was great. So is this what you had planned?” Sal 
asked as she preened herself. 

“Yup — and the rest of our plan is to let other girls all over the 
world experience this sort of empowerment. Me and Tarzanna want 
you two to be the other founding partners in Jungle Transformations 
Inc. What do you say?” 

“Of course!” Sal and Susan said simultaneously. 

“This is going to be so great!” Tarzanna jiggled and giggled. 

And of course, it was. 


THE END 


